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Sic gae her heart to him the day they met.
Yet a cloud of mystery hung over his life. Was
it a hidden past? Was it a dual personality?
Thrills and excitement, suspense and surprise
blend in each fascinating instalment. Miss
May Christie has icoven with rare skill tliis
charming story of entangled hearts. :: :: ::

(OopTTit, lira),
WHO'S WHO IN

TOI DALTON, a handsome young artist who falls In lovo with
SHIRLEY MAItSII, a pretty and attractivo girl. Is

loved by s
DAVID IlCtlKK, a country gentleman, nearing forty.
LUCILLE, a rather world weary actress, about whose marrtugc there

a mystery.
dlAFTEK I.

N a sleepy summer's afternoon,o flllgrced through nodding beech
a Surrey backwater, Miss Shirley

STOUT.

Shirley

trees to make dancing patterns on
Marsh young, very much alive,

bewllderlngly pretty and attractive leant forward in her small
canoe and with paddle poised reflectively in mid-ai- r thus addressed her
vis-a-vi-

"lovo? How I dislike Uie word! Ami everything else that's senti-

mental! I'd never be so crazy as to fall in love!"
Her Hps curled scornfully, and her rounded Httlo chin was tilted up

defiantly but In her pretty eyes as they rested on the eligible admlror
who was gazing at her so intently, lurked the provocative gleam of the
eternal Eve.

"Some day youll meet your Waterloo, Miss Shirley meantime, touch
wood!" And David Burke, prosaic,
tbta young woman
throngh many n tantalizing day.
enrtled till the flno little creases round
his eyes belled tho queer pain In his
heart.

How young she was! How pretty!
And how out of reach!

"To bo really appreciated one
should never fall In lovo!" MIbs Shir-

ley smiled a little rmlle so bright and
radiant that even the glancing sun-

light on the Surrey backwater seemed
dimmed by contrast.

"I think some people are Just mado

for love," said simple David Burke,
Ma eyes on Shirley nnd his whole houI

ohining through thorn. "I think"
Kho gave a Httlo trilling laugh

'and whm sho laughed, the music of

It necmcd to her prosaic Hover a be
witching medley of birds' song and
running water' and noft woodland
sounds.

--Ton ought to have lived n hun-

dred years ago, you dear, romantic
gooso! 'Just mado for love' indeed!

'Just mado to Ibe trodden on,' you

mean! No. thank you not for me!"
Sho screwed her piquant little faco

Into a Mlnerva-llk- o solemnity us she

continued: tl

"Could you picture mo in the do-

mestic role of doormat?"
"But Shirley you don't undcr- -

Btand "
"Indeed I do! Too we!!!" A pert

gleam shorn in Miss Shirley eye. She
fllokod tho water smartly with her
poddln, "Bcllove me. I'm not 'mado
tor love.' I've other things In vlow."

Xieanlng forward from his precor-rou- o

position In tho stern of the
canoe, David Burko touched a gos-

samer fold of tho dainty summer
frock the young girl wore and there
was reverence, as well us adulation,
fej tho touch.

"Tlrls pretty frock and yod " he
stammered, "delicate, dainty, dis-

tracting In spito of all you say, yon

aren't made of 'sterner stuff,' I'mgUd
of It I "

"Mr. Uurke, nro you craiy?" There
was nn Icy noto in Shirley's fresh
ytrong voice. Beneath clovntcd brows
her gaze went forth, robuklngty.

But to David Burke ii.'r "nearly- -

mlddlc-ase- d admirer," us mentally

sho styled htm speech suddenly had
come, a pent-u- p flood that in longer
would bo dammed,

V-r.'i- Perhaps I am! Crazy
7or love of you crazy with wanting
you! .Shirley, my dear, don't draw
away." Ho caught her two hands
rA tho canoe paddlo In his own
irtrong clasp- - a grip that would not
be denied. "Shirley"

"Don't! You hurt mo and you
frighten inc" Miss Shirley, dospitc
her previous valiant protestations, rov-

er-ted Instantly to tho timid, help
lean type he so affected to dospiso.

But David Durlto went on;
A "My deiir my dear--- I know I'm

not nearh goo'! enough for such a
gtrl as you. Hut I'd do everything in

I ibe world to make you happy. Some
I Uiaem Itwiah that I wore poor, no that
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when the shntts of golden sunlight

country gentleman, who had loved

I could work nvy ringers to the bone
for you!"

Her gaze was on his face, otudylng
tho crinkly Bttlo lines around the
eyes which time and geniality had
together wrought.

"I'd givo you everything you
want!" ho was repeating dully, do-
ggedlyas though It were some lesson
learned by heart.

She leaned a little forward, facing
mm.

"Vou don't quite understand me,"
s,ho said slowly, "It's like this" sho
tapped the shiny canoo iwlth a tenta-
tive hand. 'Tm a frisky venture
some little boat that's longing for
more crcltlng waters a giddy little
craft that's tired of Surrey creeks
and stagnant places, that wants to
cxploro new streams"

"And maybo shoot the rapids?" cut
In David rather grimly.

But Shirley nodded gayly aa she
eald:

"Why, yes, that would be exciting!
1 wouldn't necessarily be swamped,
you know and if I did run on the
rocks, it wotdd only be a temporary.
matter till somo one pulled me off
again!"

"The little craft mijrht toe dam
aged In the process?" suggested
Ddvld soberly.

"Fortunes of war," smiled Shirley,
"and, nnyhow, tho Httlo craft would
have had Its fling!"

LIFE'S VICTORY.

face was suddenly
DAVID'S with a new idea.

"And after your small boat
hnd weathered all tho storms and
whirlpools that you seem to think
spell life, what then, my dear?"

Miss Shirley giggled charmingly,
looordlng to her wont.

"Why, then, If there was a nire.
snfe port, quite handv, tiro little
craft mightn't bo feeling quite so
porky and so skittish and would be
ilablo to sail right Int"

"Vou darling!" David bounded
forward with a velocity that almost
upset tho frail canoe, and caught
Miss Shirley In lilft arms. "la that
i promlso, dearest?"
' "It lsnt anything of the sort," said
Shlrloy, tho coquettish, "and look
you'ro crushing all my gown."

Overhead, In a world of feathery
greonery. a thrushNwa singing her
little heart out in a flood of golden
melody. But the ibeauty of it seemed
to David Burko like espilslte pain.

My dear my dear," he sUun
mored, "I ehall niways be your
friend you know It But isn't there

couldnt there be some hope bo
hind the friendship? I love you
f i!"

The canoe was Hwurging smoothly j

through the stream, the paddle plied,
by rlhlrley's capable, small hands. The!
inrusns song una ine son iwisn 01

the wuter ns It gurgled on the pollsned
wood blended together in a genUe
harmony.

: "tn "'"""i $

"It's a glorious world," said Shirley,
softly, with apparent Irrelevance. 8ho
stared across the Httlo creek Into the
melting greenness of the summer
woods, lier pretty head averted so

that she might not nco the pain in
David's eyes. She hated so to hurt
hlml "It's a glorious world but I
haven't lived my day yet and I want
so much to live It!"

'Ambition? A career? Society? All
dead sea fruit!" said David pleadingly.
'Don't fling lovo away for empty
things."

"I don't want to fling it away I do
appreciate It but I'm not quite
ready to receive it yet." Shirley's
whlto brows were knitted together
in perplexity. "Later on, perhaps

"I won't say any more, my dear
but remember, I shan't change," said
David Burke In his normal, kindly
tones, pulling himself together. "And
now, suppose we return to tho White
Cottage for tho tea and strawberries

LOVE YOU!" HE DREW A LONG, DEEP BREATH. "THAT ISN'T ORIGINAL, BUT ITS
"MY SHE HER FACE AGAINST HIS "OH, JIM"

your dear old grandmother promised
to supply us with" I'm ready."

With swift, sure strokes Miss
Shirley paddled tho canoo along tho
stream until they reached the boat-hous- e.

There sho moored her little
craft.

As she walked btsido him in the
flickering shadow of the beoch-trce- s,

her floppy river hat slung by a rib
bon to her arm, and lit piquant little
face one glow of animation, prosaic
David Burko decided, as he had done
a hundred times before that for
beauty, freshness, charm of manner
and comploto bewltchlugnoss no other
girl could ever come within a hun
dred miles of Shirley Marahl

"Listen! A motor horn!"
They had reached a little

lane, flanked by high mossy banks
on either side.

"No car would ever attempt to
come this way the road's too nar
row," Burke "I heard no
sound."

Down the centre of the llttlo lano
walked Shirley.

Then before she had time to real- -

SHIRLEY'S VOICE.
CRAZY WITH LOVE

YOU!" HE CAUGHT HER TWO
,yn pie own strong, grasp.
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tzo what happened calamity oc-

curred. In the shape of big touring

jtrnzaxKums urn """m:

"SHIRLEY,
DEAR," WHISPERED BACK,. HIDING SHOULDER.

winding

observed.

car driven at reckleeaa poco around
the bend pace so swift that she
had no time to save herself, to spring
aside.

Sho screamed. The big car swerved
to avoid nor, running crailly for
second with two wheels on tha bank.
Th- en-

Crash! It overturned, hurling Its
rolltary driver with terrific force for
thirty fect along the road.

Shirley pcroamcd again, her slender
figure emerging from cloud of dost
Only foot away from her panted the
great car on Its side, like some de-

feated giant, groaning.
In twinkling David Burke sprang

forward and switched off the engine.
Then ho ran swiftly down tho road
towards the "prostrate figure of the
driver, lying fhero so qulcUy.

"Oh, Is is he kil!od7" gasped Shir
ley, whlto to tho Up3,-- and with such

trembling at the knees that her

limbs rofus to carry hor. Every-
thing wecmed whirling in confusion.

But David Burko was kneeling In
tho roadway, passing careful hand
over yiat silent figure nd made no
iinswor.

Ashamed of her momentary fnint-nev- s.

Shirley forced herself to join
him, making desporato effort to pull
herself together.

"Ho ho isn't dead?" she stammered.
Then she drow sharply back.

"Look! His head's blooding! Oh,
he's badly hurt! Poor 1' poor boy!"

Sho stooped down suddenly and
ripped soft flounco from her under-
skirt.

"Quick let me bind up I've had
courso in first aid ought to be

done at once!"
She knelt down In the roadway,

working with quick, deft fingers that
no longer trembled.

"Mr. Burko, won't you run for help
at once, while stay with him?

"You aren't afraid to be lofi alono?
There's chunco that he nught bo
delirious alarm you in some way no

OF YOU CRAZY WITH WANTING
HANDS AND THE CANOE SADDLE
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"Then hurry hurry!" Pink ppota of

excitement burned in Shirley's oheeks.
"Grandmamma will give you brandy
to bring baok with you ud she'll
'phone the nearest doctor to come at
once to the White Cottage of court
well carry this poor boy there "

And David Burke went running
down the road, turned sharply to the
right ami disappeared through the
short out In the woods, leaving the
young girl and her .patient to a silence
and a solitude complete

Suppose that he ahouM die?
Shirley bent over the calm, pale

face, with Its bandaged forehead, ly-

ing there so holpleos on her lap.

How young he was not more than
And yes, deci-

dedlyhow good-lookin-

A little trickle of blood, escaping
from the bandage, was on his hai-r-
and Shirley wiped it off with her own

fresh handkerchief She noticed that
his air was dark and short and very
curly It must have boon Immensely
curly as a Httlo boy, she thought
and suddenly sho felt tremendously
protective, as though tho patient were
indeed a little hoy and sho his mother!

He had a square, strong face-d- c-

plto Its boyishness wlth a dotcr-mlno- d

chin and woll-c- ut Hps.

Sho regarded his long, clean longth
of llirfb, his well-kn- it figure and his
broad, squuro shoulders uith ap
proval. Poor boy! He must -- ho
should get better' She and her
grandmamma between thuu they
would nurso him back to health. Ho
wasn't going to die he mustn't dlo!

She crooked her arm into a hollow,
so thrVt his head might rest more
comfortably.

With her free left hand she felt his
pulse. Then her own heart leaped in
midden apprehension. For under her
fingers sho could feel no movement!

Was ho dying dead?
Hot tears sprang to her eyes nnd
ftooping swiftly she klrsed tho

curly dark hair up abovo tho band-
ages as though she would tranwalt
life to htm from her own warm Hps.

"Hello!" said a feeble, shaky voice.
The dark lashes lifted and a pair of
strange brown eyes gazfd Into Shir-
ley's wet blue orlwi. "Hollo!"

As though hypnotized between
amazement and relief and perhaps
with a touch of something mw and
odd and quite unfathomable stirring
in that hitherto invulnerable organ
known ns Shirley!! heart the young
girl met the brown-eye- d gaze.

Then, remembering the kins that
eh" hod given him a hot flush
mi unted to her forehead.

"Are are you feeling better?" she
whispered ncrvoudy.

He moved a little, groaning an ho
moved. And then the dark -- fringed
eyelids fell agnln and he apparently
relapnod once more Into unconscious- -

newt.
When David Burke and old Joe and

the shutter came at lost sho wan still
seated in the same cramped position
with the young man's head supported
on her arm. The arm ached dread-
fully, but Shirley didn't care.

Vo-r- since that one long glanco Into
those strange brown oyos something
new and wonderful and very discon-
certing had crept Into MIhi Shirley's

physical discomforts and opening up
a world of vivid possibilities. . .

That night n young moon gllntd in

a dark blue sky, nnd Shirley, wander-
ing In the gardens of the White rot.
tage, stared dreamily up nt its ''t
radUnce.

How beautiful a thing was life! All
tha eura xauioUa bfioauae it va m

transitory. Life and death had come
very close to her that day but life
had wonl

(50M1EN MOMENTS.
N a certain golden afternoon a0: fortnight Inter a young man

and n girl were strolling
through ho Surrey woods. Tho man
was tall and rather slender, with a
wiry, well-kn- it frame, a lean and
boyish faro lit by a pair of flno dark
nycs, and tho possossiTr of a sendtlve,
mohilo mouth that Indicates the truo
artist.

The sun went glinting through the
tmoory of tha bevoh trees down on
their uncovered heads-io- n tho man's
dark, curly, closo crapped hair, and
on tho girl's wnvy, red-gol- d locks.

They stopped In a grcon little glade,
beside a woodland pool fringed by
BOfl ferns.

"Miss Hlnrloy, hero's your bnck- -
ground this is nn ideal spot for a

TRUE!"

picture!" Jim Dalton set his eafel
down. Ho pointed to a mossy carpet
underneath a slender, wpraylng birch
tree nnd closo to tho water's edge.
"Just curl up over there hat in your
hand so! Ilufflo up your Jiulr a
llttlo bit. My! You look lieimtiful!
Do you know, you're a regular wood-
land nymph

Minn Shirley, nut uneonsvlotm' of
the pleasing pli'turn that 'iho made,
smiled up at him her'bluo eyes very'
blue, her pink oheeks with a wild
rrso Hush upon them, und her rcd-gul- d

lucks and if hlun gown a vivid
eontrat to the glorious greenness of
the woods.

"Must 1 sit very stln while you're
at work?" sho queried, her small face

d at a charming angle.
"Ves but you can .talk to ino If you

like!"
"It won't bring on your head-

aches?" An anxious look cipt Into
Urn Ijiuo deipthx of Miss .Shirley's
eyes. Her patient's welfuie was of
great importanee to her

"Am truiUtfli you eould m.ilie my
h. ud aehe'" Jim Dalton'it siihIa licld
a n pi n.iehful lend. in... in, ai.idc

Miss Shirley blush adorably. 'You
foolish little girtl"

"Is Is tho pone correct?', Inquired
the cmbarrawicd sitter, hoping he
didn't sco the 'blush.

"Quite perfect Just hold on as you
are!" The young man hastily 'drew
forth his canvases and paints.

And an enchanted silence fell be-

tween them i happy, comprehending
sort of nllcnce that spoko more vivid-
ly than words.

I'or Shirley nnd her erstwhile pa-

tient wore approaching that dear,
crisis known an "falling In

lovo" had, Indeed, been steadily
working up to it for the last two
weeks.

With all the charming egotism of
the young when youth and iel ro-

mance are beckoning. Miss Shirley
had quite forgotten David Burke, her
"nearly-mlddle-ag- admirer," or, to
bo moro correct, had relegated him
to a dusty corner of her mind.

How tamo nnd dull that prosaic
wooing senmed beside the ardor of
the handsome, eager iboyl

She gaxed down Into the fern-fring-

pool, nnd saw tho Imago of
her own frenh face. How wonderful
It was to bo young and pretty and
.beloved!

"Plcaso look directly at me I want
to see your eyesl" The artist's words
woro intended to ibo buslriessllke, but
to Shirley they sounded like a cares.'.
"They're the bluest things 1'vo over
seen. Mlsn Bhirtoy bluer than tho
hyacinths!"

Tho enohanted silence of tn wnoad
wan broken, and tho young girl gavo

hor soft, throaty llttlo laugh.
"That Isn't truo O flatterer!
Jim Dalton halted momentarily In

lim work, bnmh poised In mid nlr,
Hps smiling happily.

-- Upon tho contrary! When I woke

up by the roadside on that ever- -

blossed afternoon two wnexfl ago,

with my head In your lap and your
oyen looking down Into mine, i
thought a iloce of tho eky had tum-

bled down by mlstaknl"
"And I thought you wore dying!"

supplemented Hlilrley. a very lender,
reminiscent light on her pretty face.

"Dying? With all the inducements
1n tho world to llvel" Jim Dalton
lauched his boyish laugh. "No not a
oho nco of Itl"

out the undergrowth appeared
a tiny, furry head, watching those
curious humans with bright, yet
timid eyes.

"I ffliould think if any man were
dying," went on the young artist fa-

tuously, "and you loolocjl nt him with
tho kind of Hinllo you gave mo then,
he'd want to live! It It was wonder-
ful. Miss Shirley!'

He stidvlonly forsook his easel, and
citnc to Ming his long length at her
feet.

"It's much too glorlouH a dav for
work!" flald he.

The little rnJbbit KWmperod off Into
the undergrowth with (lying feoL
How unoriginal they were, thrwn hu-

mans! In tho llttlo greon world
wlieio ho lived ho had seen mioh
th.ngs u hundred Union especially In
tliu spring!

THE ENCOUNTER.

moon was up Uuit night.
FUUL Shirley could not sleep.

Promt under her pillow sho
drew forth her wrist watoh, glanc-
ing at Its luminous figures.

Why, It won only 11 o'olock!
Sweet scents of the garden drifted

through her open window, as though
hex to come out into the

I clear, perfumed air

ARE ARE YOU FEELINC BETTER?" SHE WHISPERED

HE MOVED A LITTLE, GROANING AS HE MOVED ...
RELAPSED ONCE MOKE INTO UNCONSCIOUSNESS.

And what was that small rod glow
down by tho lltUo wicket gato?

It was Jim's olgur nnd he wal
there!

She got up hurriedly, before bne ,

resolution should change, slipped oa- - '

unnlf, nlnLliii nli.1 ft aniAll m4hlfA nlnnV- -
and nolseleMSlv ilancanded. '

A world of scented blossom sllenca 'jf?

and full moon I :!
Could any setUng be more

.
There could be no doubt that ho

loved lie.--! Ills eyes, tliu tones Of htl
voice, tils every notion told her so! I

In the shadow of a bk; elm tree.
nnd close to an ohL herbaceous bor-do-r,

she hesitated for a moment. She.
didn't want to lw ton bold.

How silent the countryside was tf-In- g,

bathed In Mils oleor white splen-
dor!

"Shirley!" Jim was beldo her.
"Shirley my dear Is that you?"

She laughed a little tremulouslv.
"It's an enchanted evening, Isn't

It? I couldn't slep"
lie caught her by the arm.
"Come down this path over to'.

Uiose shadows and smell the roses
and oeo the big whlto moon I" t

Like two cltlldren oil some truanta'
adventure, they stole oft Into a llttlo
world of perfumed shade, lieartn
beating rapidly.

in a nearby wood a nightingale b- -
gnn to sing Her throbbing noted
were full of passion and of eectnev.
AH about thorn was the perfume of
mo roses, rmtng to the senses like a
sweet narcotic.

"Shirley!" The young man flung ant
ann about her slim cloaked tlni re
drawing It nearer to himself. "Shir
ley, I never thought tho world coulii
hold sueh beauty - and such hvpplna'

till I met vou!"
The moonlight flickered for a mo

ment on her face, giving It a weird,
unearthly sort of beauty, as sho whln- -
percd:

"Jim!"
"Vou look Jilnllike a fairy princess .

only a thousand times more beau-
tiful!"

"You're laughing at mo!" A rain
that tremulous note In Shirley's
voice. "Hush! listen to tho nlirht- -
Ingnlc!"

"Do you know Just what It's say-
ing?" Jim's tones wore breathless,
llko a runner ncating tho goal.

"Wonderful things!"
"Thn things 1 want to sny to. .rott,

sweetheart, and that I haven't got the
words for!"

Sho turned and looked at him, herprettlnrss shining pcarl-llk-o (n tha
moonlight.

"I want to hear them .Urn!"
Ho caught her close In his two arms,

then, tilting up hor llttlo face.
"Shirley!1'
"Yes, Jim?"
"Shirley, I lovo you!" He drew along, de.p breath. "That isn't original
but it's true!"
"My dear!" sho whispered bnelt

again, hiding her face against his
shoulder. "Oh, Jim

"Shirley. I I simply worship you!
I dldn t know what Ufa meant untilUiat day I nearly lost It and meta kind of pnrndlie since then! Tnme you do caro just a little bit! OH
Shirley "

His volco broke pleadingly.
Sho did not answer, hiding her face

Mill closer up against his nhoulde.- -.
How big hu was how strong howaltogether wonderful! That nice
tobacco smell about his coat, too -

"Shirley dearest you aren't goingto break my heart? Say Uiat you'll try
to get to Ilko me "

She laughed tho throaty little laugh
ho loved to hear.

"You foolish boy I I've loved you
from tho moment that I root you'"lie gnvo one long sigh of 'sheer

relief then, and held her tighter In hisarms. Hlg eyes were Just a tritlemoist.
"11 swear that 111 bo good to you.my dear! I 1 can hardly believe lamy own tremendous luck! A cirtlike you that any man would rove

that could marry anybody it Jfswondorfui!"
Tho moon shown down beautifullyupon thorn nnd It almost seemed aathough an amused twinkle lur!

nomowhcre on hor kind old face.
onlythe happy lovors didn't no-t- ic

it as I their way!
"Shirley, I'll go up to town to

morrow and got the engagement
ring! Wo'Il do everything property.
as it Mioiiid be done!

"Yos, Jim!" Tha young glrl'B eyea
were shlnliwr.

He looped and kissed her on the
lip that long, Hnd klm with which
no other can compare. . . .

The following afternoon Jim set
off to town upon his precious mis-
sion MIhh Shirley roved tho country
roads in dreumy xolltude.

The mlmculous hnd occurred a
laht she was In love!

On her who was conscious
of a stranger sitting on a motto
bene'h upon tho lawn a tall, good-looki- ne

young woman, with an air
of fashion, very Mnartiy dressed.

Ah she approached tho stranger
rose and rustled elegantly across tha
grows.

"The maid said you wre out. and
so I waited hero for you." Tho
snuirt young woman took in every
detail of Shirley's freh appearanoe.
spouting the while tn a low, beauti-
fully modulated volco. '

She must be an artroen and title's,
very handsome," Shirley thouffnL

But aloud she merely said:
"Is there anything I can do tot

you?"
"I understand." xatd the older

woman, eyeing Shirley keenly, "that
Mr Jim Dalton Is staying at your
house."

"Yes, but he's gone up to town to-
day." A memory of, Jim's mltwion
brought a quick confident smile to
S'llrley's lips. Then she added
brightly:

"Io you know him?"
A queer look crcvd the strangera

fine And h. i she spoke, the words
were like a i liunderbolt.

"I ouifht to know him he's my huw-ban- dl'

1J said rrlmlv
(Drer'"M Ficlnt- -

ft ' MJW intiaimont.)
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